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TO HIS JEALOUS MISTRESS

^ thou darling of mine eyes,
I have some idol lately fram'd,
That under such a false disguise

Our true loves might the less be fam'd:
Canst thou, that knowest my heart, suppose          5

I '11 fall from thee, and worship those?

Remember, dear, how loth and slow

I was to cast a look or smile,
Or one love-line to misbestow,

Till thou hadst chang'd both face and style:      10
And art thou grown afraid to see
That mask put on thou mad'st for me?

I dare not call those childish fears,

Coming from love,, much less from thee;

But wash away, with frequent tears,                    15

This counterfeit idolatry:

And henceforth kneel at ne'er a shrine,

To blind the world, but only thine.

THE DART

[Also attributed to William Strode]
OFT when I look I may descry
A little face peep through that eye;
Sure, that's the boy, which wisely chose
His throne among such beams as those,
Which, if his quiver chance to faU,                      5

May serve for darts to kill withal.

THE MISTAKE

[Also attributed to Henry Blount]

WHEN on fair Celia I did spy

A wounded heart of stone,
The wound had almost made me cry,

Sure this heart was my own 1

But when I saw it was enthron'd                         *

In her celestial breast,
O then I it no longer own'd,

For mine was ne'er so blest.